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AUTUMN WISDOM 

The nights of antumn stars are never still 
For without gust the heavy acorns fall 
And rattle on the roof — the oak's proud gift 
And happy show of his accomplishment. 

For this he shouldered storms and stripping hail, 
For this unwrinkled in the weak spring sun 
His velvet buds and shook his'tassels out 
And ruffled noisily in boisterous May. 

For this — a fall of acorns in the starlight ! 
But where they fall, what burgeoning or death 
Awaits them on the sparkling, plangent ground 
Are not to his bronze peace inquietudes. 

On glittering shale, perhaps, or sterile sand 
Their hope of swelling spring will waste away ; 
Perhaps the droves of night-marauding hogs, 
Scuffling and loud, will eat the last smooth one; 

Perhaps the little children up at dawn, 
Scouring the deep-rimed leaves for treasure- trove, 
Will set them with their spools and broken glass 
For patterns in their fairy palaces; 

Not one perhaps will burst and branch and grow 
A windy place for elf-eyed boys to climb, 
A shade for clasping lovers in the night, 
A spangled roof for old folk in the rain. 

He will not care : his joy is to have done 
The appointed deed, not guess the deed's result. 
Along his branches creeps the bright-eyed frost, 
He spills his fruit and laughs against the stars. 

William Alexander Percy. 

Greenville, Mississippi. 



